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Lee Fuoco
Bed Memory
There is a sound that reaching
mouths make in a darkening
room. It Ls not one of tongues
and teeth, of liquids summoned,
but a whispering, a hushed
intimacy which blossoms inside
connected mouths with street
lights slatted and dealt upon
them, shadowing and informing;
here is light, where there is the
night and dark places pressed together.
And these details drawn through
the mind's tubing, vialed and shelved:
the sheets pulled from the mattress'
right corner, the globes of his eyes
(beneath their lids) aching to her fingers.
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Ann O'Reilly
History
The first day you were there
the dark earth curled upon the whispering stones
crusting the letters with salty moss
Mama Anneliese
(the surname flattened by shells)
Shot in the head
by the enemy as the potatoes fried
for dinner
thirty, twenty years ago
this village brimmed
with the fat smiles of her children
buttermilk wells and yarn dolls
littering the town's stone square
while face, raped by the rubble
of the killing field
Mein Kind,
they found a pan of blood
on top of the rusting stove
where your meal burned, the lard
on her apron thickening
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the silence of the spoiled wedding under the fallen tent
the day after they finished with her
dear God remember me when the wind howls under my ground
0 God remember me
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Emily Harris
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Jimbo Cleary
Sixty One Inches of Man
Here is sixty one inches of man.
Here is southern fried skin and stirrup strained ankles
And liquor coursing veins. To the heart to the heart
To what once was ardent muscle
Striving to defy fifty
To one odds that every slug,
That every slurp of gumbo brings half a gallop
Closer to the flag, the smoking gun.
These are the reflections of a gentleman jockey.
But my belt buckle outweighs me down
Towards the turf and the hoof chucked mud.
Yet still I dig these faux spurs
Deeper into the ribs of my mare, farther west.
The sinking sun shrinks me, gelds me,
While my shadows stretch and calcify
Before my tired eyes. But just one more race,
Just one more steed twixt my legs,
Pointing its head towards the sun.
Just one more whinny. Just one more
Flagging down, just one more gunshot.
Get up, get up, get up, get up.
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Megan Anderegg
Dusk
Dusk. Last day of July, soon to be August, a month of departures and
endings and good-byes this year. Nathaniel Prine was sitting in his mother's
station wagon at the end of a twisting dirt road, waiting. There was a hydro
electric power station there, and the humming noise that rumbled up from its
belly made him a little less lonely for some reason. It drowned out the
chanting in his head. Now or never, now or never, now or never. He was
shivering. Damn cold for summer, probably wasn't even sixty degrees. Not
exactly an ideal night for swimming. Nate checked his watch and told himself
that he was going to leave in ten more minutes. He really was. It wasn't like he
didn't have other things he could be doing. It wasn't like he cared all that
much. But he had spent an hour this afternoon staring himself down in the
mirror, telling himself now or never, now or never, now or never. He would
stay.
Nate realized with a start that he had smoked half the new pack of
Kamel Reds. He quickly replaced the cigarette he had just pulled out, shoving
the pack into the glove box. Sometimes he worried about what would happen
when he got to college - he imagined smoke breaks from studying, a smoke
after meals, cigarette after cigarette lifted to his lips at parties and bars. They
would all add up to a gradual addiction, and then a life of Nicoret gum and
patches plastered all over his body to ease the need. Shit, he didn't even really
like smoking all that much, anyway. The cigarettes were fun little props to
twiddle between hLs fingers and gnaw on in times of nervousness, and he
thought the gold-and-red packaging of his favored brand set him apart a bit.
All the other guys smoked Marlboros - he was sort of exotic, a little adventur
ous with his Kamels. But the tiny boost they gave hLs image was hardly worth a
miserable death from emphysema.
Nate wondered if all the other guys thought about things like that, and
he figured they didn't. He was always overthinking things, overplanning them,
meditating over every cigarette butt. Playing it safe. Playing it boring. Some
times, the stupid primal adolescent need to be reckless overcame him, and he
would do tilings like climb the town water tower or steal shopping carls from
grocery-store parking lots or drink a whole fifth of Wild Hirkey in one sitting.
7

He guessed it was all right; it was only natural. It was natural for him to be
crazy and brash and preoccupied with things like sports and music and girls
because he was a well-liked youth in America and that was the American way.
Girls: one in particular. Since he had first become aware of them,
their fluttery glowing presence all around him, this one had stood apart from
the rest. The rest were all in garish, glaring Technicolor, too bright to look at
directly, offending to the eye and to the mind. She, on the other hand, was
warm and muted and soft, like an old sepia photograph, calm and deep or
quirky and a little strange, depending on the mood of the observer. She was
someone who could never be accused of thinking things through too much she was spontaneous, impulsive, the kind of person who'd call the sub shop
and order her meal by number without knowing what she was going to get.
Nate admired that, wished he could be careless and free and leap into life,
even though he knew that meant he would fall down sometimes. She wasn't
afraid to fall.
She could initiate the most startling, riveting conversation of your life,
full of insight and intellect, but she could just as easily ruin a conversation
with her shrill braying self-conscious laugh and the inappropriate comments
she spouted when she was nervous. She was socially clumsy at times, and
physically clumsy all the time. Stumbling over tiny bumps in a carpet, tripping
over her own toes, knocking papers and pencils off of her desk during class,
catching precariously placed objects with a knee or elbow and sending them
crashing and shattering to the ground. The mortified blush would creep up
again, and she'd laugh nervously, such a silly klutzy girl, she was used to these
mishaps. Always apologetic and genuine, but she knew that she'd be forgiven
because everyone knew she couldn't help it, that's just the way she was.
His infatuation with her really didn't make any sense, and he knew it,
but Nate didn't care. She was not pretty in any conventional way, with blueblack hair and lashless cornflower eyes and a smooth roundness to her body.
When Nate thought about her, pictured her in his mind, he convinced himself
that she was stunningly beautiful and that it was a secret that only he had been
let in on. It was just that no one else noticed. He would picture her with her
hair blowing in the wind and her honest eyes staring right through into him,
and his breath would quicken. When she was there, Nate knew that the
exquisite image branded on his brain wasn't quite realized in her physical
person, but that didn't make her any less desirable to him. He wanted to get
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beyond the flaws to reach her true self, the magical girl who lived behind the
gawky brilliant endearingly flutlery exterior. It took everything he had not to
stare at her and every slight movement of her body when she entered his line
of vision, because the sight of her hurt in such a pleasurable way.
They had had an intense romance in junior high - as intense as any
seventh grade relationship could be, anyway. They went to movies rated PG13, and they always seemed to be about some nerdy guy who has a crush on
some popular girl, and everyone knows she is going to come around and
recognize his inner beauty in the end, and Nate hated those movies. But they
gave him an excuse to sit with her in the back row of the theater, to fumble at
french-kissing in the dark, to smell her shampoo and taste her Carmex and
feel the weight of her timid hand on his thigh. Once, they had made out
through an entire movie, from the concessions advertisement at the beginning
all the way through until the closing credits. An older woman sitting in front of
them-probably some junior-high kid's mother- had turned around, tapped
them, and said self-righteously, "The movie is over, in case you're interested,"
as she walked out of the theater They still laughed about it, sometimes.
She had broken up with him after three months, saying that her father
didn't think she was old enough to be dating yet. The next week she was with
somebody else, of course. From then on, she was always with somebody else.
Nate had made every effort to "just be friends," because that is what she said
she wanted. More than just friends - they were buddies, for movies and hikes
and Mexican dinners. Platonic and harmless. "My buddy," she would say, and
lean her head innocently on his shoulder or squeeze his hand. She still used
the same shampoo, but her hand seemed less timid now.
She was a hand-holder, a lap-sitter, the kind of girl who flits around
planting innocent kisses on cheeks without realizing that her lips leave a burn
on the skin. She had to know what she was doing. She had to intend some
thing in all of those hugs that lasted a Little too long, those deep conversations
with her head tucked against his chest, those nights when they stretched out
on her couch in her basement, tickling each other and crying about dead dogs
and describing ideal lovers that sounded suspiciously like one another.
Buddies, even though it felt like she was wringing the happiness out of his
heart when she called him that. He wanted to forget about her, but he couldn't
stop being her buddy because that meant she wouldn't be in his life anymore.
Her name was Hope. That was what kept him waiting now, in a dusk
9

that was turning rapidly to night as he sat in his car. Hope. Now or never, now
or never, now or never. He imagined himself taking her hand in his, looking
into her eyes, opening his mouth to say it - his lips even formed the words,1
am in love with you - but in his imagination all he could say was now or
never, now or never, now or never.
She drove a dilapidated old Cutlass Supreme, her brand-new gradua
tion tassel swinging from the rearview mirror. She thought it was funny. Lots of
the kids they had graduated with would display their tassels, proud tokens of
survival and perseverance, for years after leaving school, as if they proved
something. Hope said that they proved nothing. Life was still ahead, and
tassels were only remnanls of childhood and childhood would soon be left
behind. Her car lurched into view, blaring something Seattle-sounding from
the open windows, and that tangle of red-and-white strings was the first thing
Nate noticed.
Hope wore cutofls that showed a little too much thigh - her shorts
were always just a little too short - and a blue tee shirt, with her bathing suit
straps showing where the wide collar had fallen away. Her summer crop of
freckles had bloomed over the past few days, everywhere - her nose, her
cheeks and forehead, her arms and knees. "Hey," she grinned, sauntering
over to him, swaying in that way she had that was so lazy and slow and
unconsciously seductive. "Sorry I'm late. Brad's baseball game went a little
long, and he wanted me there for the last inning because he was going to be
pitching." She rolled her eyes charmingly as Nate's heart sank.
The psuedohusband. The one thing he couldn't imagine away. Brad. It
was a perfect name for a brawny high school boyfriend. It sounded like a
brand of shoulderpads for football, or slang for something you'd do in the
backseat of your mom's car.
"It's fine," Nate said. "I just got here, anyway. Who won?"
"If Brad was pitching during the last inning, you know that his team
won. By a /o/," Hope grinned. "They only let him pitch when there's no way in
hell he could screw it up with that famous 'Wicked Fastball' of his. He thinks
it's such a great secret weapon. You know I know shit about baseball, but I do
know that pitch is damn ugly. I try to tell him, but he gives me that eyebrowraising thing and tells me gently to shut the hell up." She laughed, but Nate felt
his guls twist violently. Hope bent to tie her shoe, and her shirt drooped down
so that Nate could see the tops of her breasts pushing up out of her bikini top.
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They were white, so white. She kept talking. "He's got a great batting average,
had a homer and two triples tonight, and he can field pretty well - but Christ,
does he suck at throwing that ball." Hope straightened up and smiled, and
grabbed Nate by his shirt collar. She held on a little too long, and he pulled
back a little, half-expecting the shirt to be singed where she had touched it.
"Let's go," she said, and they went.
Nate held his pack of cigarettes out to her as they mounted the hill
behind the power station. She waved it away. "No thanks, trying to cut down,"
she said sarcastically, and Nate didn't quite follow, but he just shrugged and
put the pack back into his pocket. He let Hope walk ahead just a little, so he
could see the sway of her hips and the tightening of the muscles in her legs as
she climbed. She looked back at him and giggled. "See? That's why I'm not
smoking. Mr-Big-Cross-Country-Man can hardly make it up the hill." She
picked a leaf off of a tree hanging down over the path and threw it at him. Nate
caught it, gripped it, then put it in his pocket.
"Are you sure you want to swim tonight? It's fricking freezing," he
asked when he caught up to her.
She carefully picked her way around a root in the path before
answering. "Hell, it's always a little cold for swimming here, Nathaniel. Why do
you always have to be so goddamn sensible? Live a little." She grabbed his
hand and swung it back and forth, the way parents do with little kids. "We'll
get pneumonia and have to become invalids and quit our jobs and spend the
rest of the summer eating ice cream and chicken soup and watching trashy
talk shows on my couch. It'll be fun," She grinned and ran ahead of him a bit,
and he panted when he ran to catch up.
The swimming place was a badly-kept secret - everyone around knew
about it, but few people actually took the time to find it. First, you had to hear
about it - about the cliffs you could dive from and about the waterfall that
made a curtain perfect for sitting under or hiding behind and about the deep,
deep pool filled with fresh, freezing snowmelt. After you were tantalized by the
stories, you had to get someone to draw you a map and write out the direc
tions in detail, and they had to be good directions, including all the obscure
dirt roads and unmarked turnoffis. Then you had to make it there without
getting lost or hitting a deer or busting the belly of your car on a rock in the
road, and then there was the half-mile hike to the place itself, up a big sandy
hill and then down a perilous path and then along the cliff that hugged the
11

river, where you had to mince your way along searching for footholds like a
billygoat. Every swim at the swimming place was earned...you'd be panting
and sweaty and covered with loose black dirt and rusty pine needles and
cobwebs, and that clear, frigid water was the best bath in the world. They got
their first glimpse of the water winking at them through the silver-blue twilight
when they crested the last hill. Nate was about to remark on the gathering
darkness, remind Hope to be careful, when she started to slip. The smile slid
from her face and her eyes went wide, and she started clawing for something
to grab on to, breaking dry twigs from the trees and dragging her fingernails
in the dirt as she lost her balance.
Nate reached down and clamped on to her arm. He noticed a bizarre
sureness of his stability on this tiny ledge, a simple knowledge that he would
not fall. He wondered why he wasn't afraid, and then he pulled Hope up and
steadied her.
"GOD!" she yelled in disgust, wiping the dirt from her hands on her
cutoffs and testing a raw, scraped spot on her knee. "I just make myself so
MAD! I know I'm going to die like that, someday," she said. "I know I'm going
to be leaning over a railing at the Empire Slate Building or something, or
standing at the edge of the Grand Canyon, and I'm going to admiring how
beautiful everything Is, and I'm going to be so happy thinking about how
wonderful it Is that there are things like that in this world, and singing
Kumbaya or something, and then I'm going to stumble and it'll be all over."
Hope was trembling. She shook her head and smiled at herself, then straight
ened up and held a hand out, formally. "Nathaniel, thank you very much for
saving my life." Nate wanted to take her hand, bring it to his lips, kiss it even
though it was all dirty. Instead, he just shrugged and shook it limply. "Any
time," he mumbled.
"You called me Nathaniel again," he said accusingly as they made
their slow, careful way over to the swimming place. He watched her hips strain
at the seams of her cutoffs as she crouched a little to avoid a branch in her
way.
"It's your name, dummy," said Hope without turning around, and she
teasingly wiggled her ass at him, as if she knew he was watching.
"Not even my mother calls me Nathaniel," said Nate, but he let the
subject drop because they were at the river's edge. The water stretched out
and made ilself fat for a few yards, and it was ringed with black rocks on all
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sides - one side sharp and high, the other a low shelf that eased into the water.
A small waterfall tumbled down into the pool, but it didn't make the roaringrushing noise of most other waterfalls. This water tiptoed over the rocks and
slipped easily into the pool below. Its gentleness was deceiving; if you swam
too close, its force would pull you under into the churning place where water
met the pool.
Hope kicked off her shoes and shucked off her tee shirt and cutoffs.
She wore a bra with a little bow between her breasts and white cotton under
wear, the kind his fat older sister wore, except these were sexy somehow.
"Sorry, I forgot my suit, but we're all buddies here, right?" she smiled. Nate
forced himself to smile back, tried to pretend he wasn't looking at her,
worked at a knot in his shoelace for a good three minutes. Now or never,
now or never, now or never.
When he looked up, she was standing looking out over the water. Her
skin glowed pale blue-white in the moonlight - white, so white. Nate saw her
in profile - her face turned up to the sky, her hands on her hips, her feet far
apart so that she looked strong, confident. Her smooth white belly protruded
against the backdrop of the black water, just a little bit, just enough to remind
him of how much she liked ice cream. She turned to look at him. "So let's go
swimming, Nathaniel," she said, but her voice sounded strange, and she
wasn't smiling. Her eyes looked eerie in the moonlight - all black pupils
against glowing whites. She pasted on her grin suddenly and skipped over to
him, grabbing him by the hand. "We'll be like Tom and Huck," she said, "at
the ole swimmin' hole. We'll just ease our lil' ole selves into that there water,
and we'll purtend it's the Mitey Miss'ippi, and we'll climb 'round behind the
waturful to find some treasure."
Nate laughed - he didn't want to, but he couldn't help it. Hope
dragged him over to the edge of the pool. "I git to be Tom Sawyer," he said,
playing along, '"cuz you's the one who's all dirty and ragged-like, so you git to
be Huck." He sat down on the low ledge, trailing his toes in the water. "Hoowhee, that's cold! Better sit yurself down here and git used to it afore we go
in." Nate took Hope's hand and pulled her down next to him. She held on to
his hand, and ran her thumb across the back of it lightly. They both shivered,
and Nate tried to convince himself that it was the cold water that had given
him the shock. Hope's eyes were on him, and her face was so close he could
feel her warm breath on his cheek. She squeezed his hand a little. It wasn't the
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buddy squeeze. Nate's breath caught.
Hope nudged her head against his shoulder and said softly, "A'course,
Huck never had to worry about bein' pregnant when he was goin' swimmin'."
"What?" he said. "What?" He tried to clear away the silly Mark TWain
talk to get at the real meaning of what she had said.
"This carefree river urchin ain't gonna be that way for long." Hope
dropped the stupid accent and the small wistful smile. She wasn't looking at
him. She began to lower herself into the icy water, inch by inch. Goose flesh
stood up on her pale skin, and she winced. "I'm pregnant, Nate."
Nate did not understand. He worked through the statement, the same
way they used to diagram sentences in grade school. /. That was Hope.i4w. A
form of the verb, "to be." Pregnant. Adjective, from the Latin root praegnans,
meaning "before begetting," meaning to have a bun in the oven, to be
knocked up, to be in the family way, to be great with child. And then his name.
Nate. Why his name, connected with this sentence? He didn't have anything to
do with it. I'm just the buddy! he thought. This isn't fair, I'm just-friends!
"How?" he managed finally. "How did it happen?" He watched as
Hope pushed away into the pool, treading water. She rolled over and floated
on her back, staring up at the sky. He could see through her wet underwear.
He did not want to look.
"You know how it happened," she said, rolling her eyes, and then
sighing. "Hell, Nate, I don't know. You don't know what it's like....I mean,
you've never been with anyone before. You start out being real careful and
responsible and everything, and nothing happens, so you convince yourself
that nothing ever will, and you forget about things and let things go, and the
next thing you know..." She trailed off, arched her back and let herself sink
down into the water. "The next thing you know, you're knocked up just like
half the dumb girls in the town, and you're having the baby and your boyfriend
wants to marry you and you've just become a big cliche."
"What are you going to do?"
"Jesus, Nate, I'm having this baby," she whispered hoarsely. "Brad
wants us to get married." His face got hot. Brad, always Brad. The perfect
name for a brawny high school boyfriend. It sounded like a brand of
shoulderpads for football, or slang for something you'd do in the backseat of
your mother's car.
Hope splashed a little and stood up, with water coursing down over
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her skin in little trickles. "He thinks it's the best thing to do. His parents did it,
and they turned out all right... I've been with him for so long, and 1 guess
that's what everyone would expect us to do. I don't know, it might be kinda
fiin...."
"Fun?" Nate spat the word at her incredulously. She wouldn't look at
him. "I know you're not religious and I know that you're not some kind of
hillbilly and I know you're a feminist and I know that you have so many things
going for you...Jesus, Hope, why haven't you considered an abortion?"
She didn't answer right away, diving under the water and coming up
steaming. "I don't want an abortion. You know I'm rabidly pro-choice, Nate,
you know that....but that's just not what I want for me. My mother, God, that's
what she wants me to do. She gave me this huge talk about how she and her
fellow freedom fighters struggled so long and so hard to get Hoe v. Wade
passed, and she always said she was doing it to protect the rights of her
daughters, and yadda yadda yadda....but Nathaniel, I can't do it. I think about
that baby, growing inside of me..." Her wet hands rested on her stomach,
rubbed it slightly. Nate imagined it sticking out like a pale beach ball. "I think
about how great that haby will be. It'll be like me, it'll sing and be smart with
words and never get stage fright...and it'll be like Brad, too....it'll have the
parts of him that I don't have, it'll be an athlete and good at math and so cute,
blonde...I think about that kid and I just can't get rid of it. I can't. I want to,
but I can't. Besides, it's too late now." She swam in a tight circle.
"What do you mean?" asked Nate.
"God, I thought you'd notice for sure. I'm so fat. I'm already four
months along. That's the second trimester, you know, and there are laws
against that." Hope watched her hands trail back and forth along the surface
of the water.
"What about school?"
"I've already called and told them I can't come this year...but they can
hold on to your application, they'll let you back in later, they do that, you
know....I have plenty of time to educate myself. I can take night classes or
whatever at the CC. Brad's going to work at his dad's dealership and I'm going
to work part-time and we could live in his grandma's old apartment, she just
died and they haven't given it up yet..."
"So you haven't answered him yet?" Nate asked. "You don't have, like,
a ring or anything?"
15

"I'm still thinking about It," she said. "I've been his girlfriend for so
long, four years, Jesus. 1 don't see why I wouldn't marry him..."
"Do you love him, Hope?" Nate stared at her glowing form in the blue
light.
"What?" She wouldn't look at him.
"Do you love him."
"Thai's a dumb question, Nathaniel." Hope lifted her head and met
his eyes, almost defiantly.
Nate shook his head at her. "I don't think so," he said very slowly.
Hope looked away again, her wet hair hanging over her face. "I need
him," she whispered.
"Why?"
She sighed. "I need someone."
Hope rubbed the cold water over her eyes and face, and then climbed
up onto the ledge beside Nate. She reached for his hand, dripping onto his
bare skin, and nestled her wet head against his shoulder. "1 know I'm stupid,
Nathaniel," she whispered. "I know I'm stupid, and I don't know what to do."
Nate looked down at her, saw the moon reflected on the water
reflected in her eyes, felt the coolness of her damp skin on his. Now or never,
now or never, now or never. The chant sounded different now, less like a
swelling chorus and more like a bean rattling in a coffee can. Hope had a
smear of greasy black dirt on her while cheek. Nate pushed a hank of tangled,
wet hair away from her face and traced her cheekbone with his knuckle. It
was beaded with cold river water, but there were warmer droplets making
trails down her face as well. He rubbed the smudge away with the back of his
hand. "Dirt," he said as an explanation, and she smiled weakly.
Nate's fingers trailed down her face and cupped her chin, tilting it up
toward his face. He shook his head. Nowornevernowornevernowornever.
Though it was night now, and very dark, he could see each individual freckle,
and the pores of her skin, and wrinkled skin of her lips, and the tiny wispy
lashes on her lower lids, and then he saw nothing.
"Stop!" Hope gasped. She sat straight up on the rock, and Nate
sprang away from her, confused. Now or never said the waterfall. Now or
never said the wind in the midsummer trees. Now or never said Nate's
pounding heart. "Stop. I just felt something." Hope was smiling. She grabbed
Nate's hand and placed it on her stomach, moved it around like a doctor with
16

a stethoscope, searching for a heartbeat. "Do you feel anything?" she asked. "I
just felt it move."
Nate had often wondered what It would be like to run his hands over
Hope's bare stomach, feel its texture, feel its warmth. He had not expected it
to be like this. He had not expected there to be a small, firm bundle beneath
her skin, just below the navel. A baby. He had not expected to feel so horrible
when he put his hands on her, so guilty and so sad. He had not expected her
to look at him that way, with a big smile but with such mournful eyes. She was
not beautiful. She looked hollow. Now or never, whispered the baby into
Nate's cupped hand. He pulled it away. "I don't feel anything, Hope," he said.

17
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Seamstress
I told you I couldn't claim the title—
or the magic
to work the old Singer.
I wouldn't garland thread from spool
around hooks, through eye,
clamp the metal foot,
wind the bobbin.
I even told you I still plead my mother
to patch holes in sweaters, jeans
(and other places where two cleave from one)
though certain splits even she
cannot mendfor needles break,
thread unspools.
(what portents are these?)
Untaught and unaware,
you tried to sew
(a seam between us)
the night we threaded confusion
and jammed the machine.
Now you ignore my calls,
shrug off my gaze?
How could I think night-flattery
would prove to be more than
shallow breaths in darkness?
(a puerile seam-of-a-thought!)
Even so, I have not washed the sheets
since last you slept here.
I crave one more stitch or word,
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a smile.
At night now, I don courage as my thimblecool metal to steel my heart.
Thoughts of you prick even here
(they are familiar as air).
And so I breathe
you in my dreams,
dream you
into my body
to sew and sew.
In daylight and real life
I grow threadbare with waiting.
Timeworn and weary of these dreams
I feel myself grow facelessfray into an empty name
and your "mistake,"
become unseamed,
a loose thread.
But, unraveling,
every tattered thing
leaves a trace like memory:
some crease or needle prick
where pices once fit together,
overlapping and taut
like bodiesour bodiesmaking sex
without love.
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lid
Unwishing
For months
thoughts of you
leaked nonchalance,
simple words:
"my fault."
But nightmares
sometimes seep
from closets,
secret selves
from under beds.
Every bronze Camera,
Every phone ring stings
like a thousand
nervous bees
Swatting, my chest
crusts heavy.
Chameleon-like
I disappearBut fear spans miles so
my doors lock.
Weeks and months and years
have fogged this way.
Standing in the shower,
1 push away these dreams
As tiles warm with steam.
My body sways and leans
with wearied forgetting.
Walls become crutches
To my slow sinking.
20

Water beads sweat on
my lips and stomach
as I scrub and scrub
fingerprints
between my legs.

21

Nader M. Qaimari
Ghazal*
Mother, are you breathing? Will you be the same tomorrowwill the soldier remember your name tomorrow?
With peonies in your hair you drifted through the streets of Palestine:
will those blooms be set aflame tomorrow?
Can rusty yellow silk-laced with cords of fire and icestill enclothe your frame tomorrow?
Allah says that Heaven lies at the feet of mothers.
They shall be glad that you came tomorrow.
The soldier scurried like a gecko at the attack of dawn.
Will this demon take the blame tomorrow?
Lilacs fall like rain on dew puddles near my feet.
I will rise to the saffron sun and exclaim tomorrowMother, Khadijeh, Aisha, Mary and EveI fear that my soul will fall tame tomorrow!
Now my head rests on down beneath mantles of night—
In Palestine's name I shall reclaim tomorrow!

* The "Ghazal" is an ancient Arabic poem revived by poet Agha Shahid Ali
(who recently did a reading at Kenyon). It involves repeating the same
word in the second line of each couplet, while maintaining a rhyme of each
word directly preceding that repealed word.
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Kelsey Olds
Man and Woman (Clay, color pencil)
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John Sherck
TWo Hundred and Fifty Words
It won't take too many words to tell what we shared last night. It may
seem dismissive, but I suspect two hundred and fifty will be plenty. More
would be untrue to the way it happened, less would be unfair, maybe to us
both.
Seated at the bar, together on separate stools, I had wanted to get to
know you better. My seat wobbled as I reached for my drink; you sat firm
sipping yours. We were both drinking the green drinks unique to Bailey's Bar
and Grill. I'd never seen them anywhere else; I doubt I'll ever see them again.
You asked for a light before I even noticed the cigarette between your
fingers. I fumbled dirough my pockets, then smoke curled up and away to
join the room's general dance of haze.
We started to talk about the salty peanuts, the dim, seductive lighting,
the green drinks. Sweet, tart, potent. I complimented your perfume, told you
how beautiful you are. We nearly talked about ourselves. Nervously, you
asked me to dance. We bumped and ground, shimmied, shook and swayed.
You said I dance well, I said you dance better: what else was there to say?
It didn't take many words to convince us to leave Bailey's together.
You took me home for the night, where we could fail to get to know each
other better.
Two hundred and fifty words seems just about right. We spent the
night licking, sucking, fucking: a two hundred and fifty word quickie.
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Michael Davis
Faith
forElissa
Mass begins with a song tonight.
I am here for the first time
in more than ten years.
My eyes wander
through the rafters,
down rows of pews,
and the worn wooden floor.
The first thing I remember
is watching your hands
turn orange from carrots.
You needed something
in your hands, you said,
to quit smoking.
There were other things:
smoking pot with Dad, dropping acid,
drinking during school.
You reached a point where it was all too much.
"Faith," you said, "direction, grounding."
You were looking for those things.
That's when you began eating carrots:
chopping them, cutting them,
holding them, everything.
I'm looking for the same things now.
The priest speaks, congregation answers,
I hardly hear the words.
During communion,
a woman in jeans and a sweatshirt sings
Ave Maria, voice tentative
yet genuine.
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My thoughts wander:
the time we drove out
in your car, shiny blue,
bounding down country roads.
On rollerblades, sunset,
reaching the top
of a parking structure,
rooftops and cartops,
people, streets, stores.
When we read East of Eden,
talking about Thou Mayest.
Thou Mayest, as in you can do anything.
I think that's what we decided, that nothing
should slow you down. But things do.
Something slowed us down,
came between us.
When church ends maybe
I'll walk through the aisles
of the local grocer's,
past meats, soft drinks, fruits.
Toward the end of the vegetables
I might pick up a package of carrots.
Baby carrots: they won't need
to be cut up. One pound,
sprayed liglidy with water so they shine.
Wherever you are,
I'd like to send them to you, and
drop you a line.
There's stuff I'm thinking about.
I want to talk to you again
about faith.
Faith, and fingers turning orange.
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Ericka York
My Bride Stripped Bare (first elemental)
Now: she lives in a house that brims with glass
and burns with light re-shattered and re-spun
into a skein, clean threads and fragile threads.
She sleeps between glass and a thinner glass;
keeps glass in boxes, cages made of wire
and pieced with glass; where other women have
braid-rugs or lace or quilts to blur and soften
edges, she has glass and glass has light
that scratches at the seams and at the corners
where the walls meet. -Today she sits surrounded
by the bright and frail; the heavy paper falls
from her fingers to the polished, solid floor.
She knows what to expect, what happens next:
Her loves comes crumbling, reckless, grinding, fast
toward her and all her glass; comes carelessly
and wild. She knows what to expect today.
She sits surrounded by the bright and frail:
glass cages, polished floors, and glinting wails,
glass furniture, glass words in mirror books Her love comes hurtling. She unlocks her doors.
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Ben Vore
Our Story Begins
This won't be Stephen King's Misery. I promise you that now.
THE INTRODUCTION
I'm sure Tobias Wolff never remembers meeting me. But then again,
he hadn't spent much of his life looking forward to the encounter.
I've met Mr. Wolff twice in my life. Well, do you count phone conver
sations? I guess we'd better make it three times. The first encounter was a little
bizarre, almost comical. The second was via phone. The third was a little
better but included topless bars in Vermilion, Ohio. All were, well...
Let's just say this is as much a story about my clumsiness as it is about
Wolff's greatness.
THE FIRST ENCOUNTER: GRANVILLE, OHIO
I first saw Tobias Wolff in Granville, Ohio, home of Denison Univer
sity. (More on Denison later.) Wolff was giving a reading there. March, 1997.
Wait. Before March 1997 we should go to September 1995.
SEPTEMBER 1995
That's when I picked up a New Yorker that had Wolff's story "Bullet in
the Brain" in it. It was the first short story I've read by Wolff. It Ls also the best
short story I've ever read. Period.
THEMATIC ISSUES
This will be a recurring theme throughout the piece: the way Wolff
writes Ls almost too good to be true.
This will be another recurring theme: Wolff is, quite simply, one of
the finest writers I have ever read, the one I'd want to be given the choice.
BACK TO THE PLOT
So it's because of September 1995 that I ended up in Granville, Ohio,
in March 1997. The space in between was spent reading anything and every
thing I could get my hands on by Wolff. The Night in Question. Back in the
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World. This Boy's Life. In the Garden of North American Martyrs.
Dazzling stuff. I ate it up.
So when I found out Wolff would practically be in my own backyard
(we're back to March 1997, so keep up with me), I convinced my friend Joe
to go.
MY FRIEND JOE
Has a car. I don't.
But Joe is also quite appreciative of fine literature, and was one of few
people I could trust would understand that this was more than just a trip to
Denison. It was a pilgrimage.
Enough about Joe.
THE READING
Wolff read "Bullet in the Brain," as well as another masterpiece,
"Smorgasbord." I sat in the auditorium marveling at his quiet demeanor, his
presence (best summed up in the word "authoritative"), his warm, quick
eyes. He read in a slow, almost gravelly voice, which was nothing like what I
expected but somehow seemed right when I thought about it. Hearing the
words lift off the page in the form of that voice was jarring at first, but slowly
the stories began to take on a quality of their own. I felt myself slipping into
them as my own character.
THE FIRST ENCOUNTER: NO REALLY, THIS IS IT
I had never actually entertained the thought of meeting Wolff. I feared
my body would find a way to have a massive coronary on the spot. But as the
question-and-answer section ended and people began filing to the front for a
book signing, Joe urged me to join them. I carefully expressed the concerns
about the state of my health.
Joe thought I was a coward.
WHY I'M NOT A COWARD
I filed in line behind others who had books for Wolff to sign. Joe was
with me and was looking through my copy of The Night in Question when he
saw I had taped a review of the book inside the front cover. He thought this
was "tacky beyond belief." I hadn't thought so when I taped the review in
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there, but the more Joe ridiculed me, the more uneasy 1 felt. Even worse, the
review was the product of the literary heavyweights at Entertainment Weekly.
My stomach had been weak to start with. It was getting worse.
1 dug down deep, though, and stayed in line. As I Inched closer and
closer to Wolff I eyed him warily, as though looking too closely might reveal
something 1 didn't want to see. But he fit my image of him quite well — quiet
but polite, sharp eyes, friendly in a reserved kind of way. He was many of the
things I've always wanted to be. I watched carefully as he signed each book,
usually opening it straight to the title page. I convinced myself he wouldn't see
the review, and furthermore would understand that I was not tacky, but the
kind of person he'd appreciate, respect, admire. 1 trusted that all this was
evident, just by looking at me.
My turn came. I smiled at him, he back. I placed the book in front of
him and, to my horror, he opened it right to the inside cover. He saw the
review and flipped past, then stopped and flipped back.
DRAMATIC PAUSE
"What's tills?" he asked.
"Oh, just a review of the book that I found," 1sputtered.
He remained silent, as if contemplating whether or not I was truly
vermin of the earth. I felt the need to say something in my defense.
"It, uh, got an A," I said.
He nodded, flipped to the title page, and autographed it. I even had
the nerve to ask what his own personal favorite story was (Answer: "Different
stories for different moods") before retreating outside with Joe.
A QUESTION
What Is it about our encounters with people we idolize that reduces
us to morons?
BRIEF INTERLUDE #1
You were wondering about the "More on Denlson later" part? Here it is:
Less than 100 people showed up for Wolff's reading. One hundred.
There were empty seats all over the auditorium, which was small and cramped
to begin with, an insult to someone of Wolff's talent. (He was reading under
neath a gargantuan replica of the periodic table.) The only Dcnison students
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there were slumped down in their seats with notebooks in front of them and
nonplussed expressions. My theory: some well-intentioned creative writing
teacher forced them to go. Another theory: Denison students wouldn't know
good literature if it bit them in the ass.
When Joe and I left we contemplated mooning the entire campus. I'll
regret not doing that from now until the day I die.
In fact, I'm going to change the title of this piece to "Why Denison
Should Be Blown Off The Face Of The Earth." Remind me at the end to do
that.
TIIE SECOND ENCOUNTER: GAMBIER, OHIO
I thought my brush with greatness in the stinkhole that is Granville,
Ohio, would be my one and only. That's when I received an e-mail from my
good friend Elizabeth.
CHARACTER SKETCH ON ELIZABETH
About 5'6", 135. She also edits a campus literary magazine and
happens to be a big fan of Wolff too.
WHAT THE E-MAIL SAID
Elizabeth had gotten a "VOICE MAIL FROM T.WOLFF!!!!!" in response
to a call she had made requesting an interview for the literary magazine.
Elizabeth said he was "super nice" and that he "gave me a number and a time
to call him this Saturday" at his home in California, where he leaches at
Stanford. Before signing the e-mail, she included 47 exclamation points.
THIS IS FOR HUMOROUS VALUE ONLY
When I read the e-mail I wet my pants.
SATURDAY
I was up an hour before my alarm, scouring over all the interviews of
Wolff I could find on the Web one List time. When I arrived at Elizabeth's she
was messily trying to assemble the necessary recording equipment to get the
interview on tape. The equipment looked like a product of the 50s. The
1850s.
As Elizabeth dialed his number I sat there staring blankly at my
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questions, trying to picture them on the cold whiteness of a literary magazine
page and hoping they sounded intelligent. In the other room (Elizabeth was
nervous too, and pacing like mad) I heard sound bites like "HI, Mr. Wolff!"
and "Yes, your voice mail was so kind" and "Of course I understand, well
certainly." Then Elizabeth walked back in and said, "We call back at 8:30 our
time."
BRIEF INTERLUDE #2: A DISSERTATION ON TIME
It was roughly noon when I walked out of Elizabeth's apartment, and
8:30 was a modest 510 minutes away. But there are days when you come to a
unavoidable impasse with time, when you find yourself disagreeing with the
fundamental idea of it. You either don't get enough of it, and feel like whoever
Is dispensing time is shafting you day in and day out by paring precious
minutes away when you least expect it.
Or, in my case on this Saturday, you get such heaping doses of time
it's like you won the lottery but were forbidden to spend a single dollar of it.
On anything. You just have to sit there and look at it and think about what you
could be buying.
I sat and looked at 510 minutes and thought, I'm not even going to
make it to 509.
T-MINUS ONE MINUTE
Elizabeth called early, and Wolff was ready for me. She handed me the
phone and mouthed the words Here you go, then left immediately. I kept the
introductory spoutings of adulation to a bare minimum ("I heard you at
Denison and it was quite good") and dove straight into the questions. At one
point during the interview I may have successfully convinced myself that this
was no different than the dozens of other interviews I've conducted in my life.
Wolff kept reeling off such gems — "If you keep your eyes and ears open, the
world that you inhabit, wherever that is, Is full of incident and drama and
power," and "There's extraordinary patience and learning and courage, even,
that goes into the making of a poem or story" — that I got shivers with each
new line. Somewhere near the end of the interview I thought, "If this Isn't
getting taped I'm going to blow something up." Fortunately, Granville, Ohio, is
still on the map.
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THE THIRD ENCOUNTER: GAMBIER, OHIO
Roughly a month later, my friend Eric, a man who carries some
weight on the campus lectureship committee, informed me Wolff was a
candidate for a speaker at Kenyon.
BRIEF INTERLUDE #3
The wet pants joke won't work if I use it again, but I will enlighten
you about my first case of public urination:
First grade. Ms. Thompson was conducting a spelling test, and I
earnestly had to use the bathroom. I understood the extreme seriousness of a
spelling test and how disruptive it would be to leave, but it got to the point
where there would be no compromise. I raised my hand meekly.
"Yes, Ben? Should I repeat the last word?"
"Uh, no — I need to use the potty."
She wrinkled her nose. "I)o you have to go now?"
I did. But the way she phrased it made me think not even the apoca
lypse would be a sufficient state to interrupt this spelling exam.
So I pressed on until I simply couldn't hold it anymore. Ms. Thomp
son ended up calling my Mom in, and trusty Mom delivered me a fresh batch
of jeans and asked if everything was all right. I informed her it was. Later that
day, sitting on the carpet for sharing time, Ben langston sat next to me. Ben
and I had never really talked before but he smiled at me warmly when he sat
down. "What you did earlier today," he said, "was really, really cool."
THE THIRD ENCOUNTER: NO MORE SCREWING AROUND
Wolff did indeed agree to come to Kenyon. Eric was the one picking
him up at the Columbus airport, and he asked if I wanted to come along. At
first I said no. Then I remembered Joe's coward line.
We got to the airport just as his flight was scheduled to arrive and
raced through the terminal, but the plane hadn't come yet. When it finally did,
it was excruciating. One by one people filtered down the hall, and three or
four times I mistook someone for Wolff. Wolff is distinguished in appearance,
balding, with a mustache. In other words, a stock mid-50s gentleman.
"Is that him?" Eric would ask. "What about that one?" Later, "Are you
sure?"
Finally Wolff arrived and found us. He greeted us with a smile and
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shook our hands, and all was well but as we walked back to the car I was
overcome with a kind of inward paralysis. How could I begin to express my
appreciation for him, his craft, who he is as a person, the influence he has
had on me and my writing without coming across as a loony? What could I
possibly say to this man?
ANSWER
Very little. As usual in situations when I get nervous, I shut up. Being
ill-gifted in the realm of small talk, I sat in the back being quite silent as Eric
and Wolff sat up front and talked about a number of random things, including
TOPLESS BARS IN VERMILION, OHIO
I still don't remember how conversation steered toward this subject,
but somehow it did. Eric was on a kick about his hometown and broached the
subject of a topless bar that had just opened.
"I mean, the town I live next to — Lorain — now there's a town that
should have a topless bar," Eric said. "Steel mill. Blue-collar element. But
Vermilion..."
As Eric talked he unconsciously drifted into the oilier lane, and Wolff
said, "llh..." before the oncoming car honked and Eric jerked back to the
right.
WHAT TOBIAS WOLFF WROTE IN ERIC S BOOK FOUR HOURS LATER
AT THE SIGNING
"Eric, Thanks for not getting me killed. Tobias."
BACK INSIDE THE CAR
After Eric's tangent about topless bars, Wolff merely nodded and
threw in a short one-liner that closed the topic gracefully. I could already see
that he adjusted well to all forms of conversation, and rolled with the punches
with great ease. We moved onto the movie 'Titanic" ("The whole sinking
scene was something," Wolff said. "But the script was horrible") and his
teaching load at Stanford and the history of Kenyon poets. I admired Wolff's
gentleness and ease in small talk, the way he channeled conversation and
addressed everyone. I made a mental note to be like that in thirty years' time.
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TIIE THIRD ENCOUNTER: BUSS
Wolff gave his reading to a packed auditorium. People were sitting in
the aisles and I had a front-row seat. He read the same two stories, "Smorgas
bord" and "Bullet in the Brain," and somehow I got something different from
them this time. The audience hung on his words, and laughed with him, and
was serious with him. I thought of Denison only once during the reading, and
this time felt sad for the place.
WHY THE TITLE IS WHAT IT IS
Wolff has a story in Back in the World entitled, "Our Story Begins,"
and it's a remarkable piece, if only for the ending. Wolff grabs metaphorical
images from the world and fits them into his writing so naturally that you're
dazzled by his spell of storytelling. Take the last paragraph of "Our Story
Begins":
Charlie turned and started up the hill, picking his way past lampposts
that glistened with running beads of water, past sweating walls and dim
windows. A Chinese woman appeared beside him. She held before her a
lobster that was waving its pincers back and forth as if conducting music. The
woman hurried past and vanished. The hill had begun to steepen under
Charlie's feet. He stopped to catch his breath, and listened again to the
foghorn. He knew that somewhere out there a boat was making its way home
in spite of the solemn warning, and as he walked on Charlie imagined himself
kneeling in the prow of that boat, lamp in hand, intent on the light shining just
before him. All distraction gone. Too watchful to be afraid. Tongue wetting his
lips and eyes wide open, ready to call out in this shifting fog where at any
moment anything might be revealed.
Whenever I read the ending I think of this: going about in the world
with eyes wide open, and mysteries abounding, and a story existing in every
moment if you're sharp enough to spot it.
THE KICKER
One of the things I've always loved about Wolff is that he knows how
to nail an ending. So I'll give this my best shot:
It says in Luke 11, "If your eyes are sound, your whole body will be
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full of light." Thinking back on the first time 1 ever saw Wolff, at Denison, I
keep coming back to his eyes. The way he looked at things seemed to matter
— his look was vigilant and deep, as if he couldn't afford to waste misreading
a single image in front of him. When I got closer to him, standing in line, I
kept studying the eyes and wondering what was going on behind them. Would
the world seem ordinary anymore if I was an accomplished writer and
everyone wanted to meet me? Would it be funny, watching those people
reduced to idiots with their respect? Would I spot a genuine admirer if he
came up and clumsily placed my book in front of me, and inside was a review
from Entertainment Weekly? Would I see myself in that kid?
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Ericka York
Clutch
I
Out into the summer I carry apples with me:
one green one each afternoon.
In this part of the city, among car exhaust
and government housing and bus-stops,
the world centers in this curl of my fingers
around the curve of green: its own
wet universe, juice and pale meat and seeds,
perfectly contained in its skin.
II
I think of my hands on you.
I think of a night of wine and dark dirt.
Ill
The heft of today's fruit in my hands.
I wave the flash of green at the downstairs man.
He keeps pigeons and flowers and in his impatience
eats the unripened raspberries.
The summer Is long and he cannot wait for sweet.
IV
Nights, we nest under thin sheets and a thinner breeze.
I hold my hand against the cage of you,
feel the workings of you fluttering
and turning in their dark. I peel away,
hot, remove myself. You are left small
and alone, your arms folded round your chest;
you are held-in-yourself, you are perfectly contained.
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V
They coo in the mornings. The downstairs man
scatters seed. I am watching the bright birds;
I am leaning over the windowsill.
The seed falls. They rise. The air is a beaten heart.
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Christopher 0. Cook
Double Sided Number One
ut novetur sextus omnis corporis mysterium...
There is a red thing in the corner, and my hand
slides spiderlike, testing your left breast.
I have never left this room before. Today's date
is by no means etched in stone, and your friend
is passed out in grey flannels.
By a hair's heart, you can hear the hallway, and,
infuriatingly, you think of water fountains.
But the opium doesn't hit 'till the end of track #6In the veiled Shakespeare of I Am The Walrus.
From this moment forward you cannot breathe too much;
You with your hips are a twelve-string now-a red one nowYou and your buttocks and your hips are a red one now.
The A-side presides over hot barely fells.
Woo-hoo you are sideways
Hey-la you are sideways.
The blacklight heightens Titans;
You preside in the trick ending;
And all I can think is: mimesis.
An intermission: consisting largely of gurgling,
as the cartographer in poppies inks my brain
the land of your hair on my belly like a beach.
There is a pastoral green and orange to mellotron,
which (planar) detonates; a ground zero of sexual violet
I finish falling in a cool dish, with strawberry glaze.
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In your right ear there is a peaceperhaps a rocking chair near a window,
outside of which a Fatherson counts cars of a color.
Here there is a pink average, and your head rolls back
into midair (Orange intrusion-roaring). The
southwesternmost of a shamrock of a right knee bangs the wall.
We lie, twoningforked, for posterity.
It is the coda of ^4// You Need Is Love. The (lutes are a horde of azure cata
racts,
and McCartney's genius is raindrop
after raindrop of limpid obsidian,
embalming you, me, and the perfection
of the barely fall outside.
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KeLsey Olds
Man With Bucket (oak, walnut, pine, plywood, galvanized steel)
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Elissa David
Philip at the Station
At night the Western highway is a monster.
A tired Ford Escort with Pennsylvania plates
carries a man, faceless, under no moon.
A pack of gum and an empty pack of smokes
ride shotgun. Up ahead a service station
rises in the night like a neon pond.
The car sighs to a stop in the bath of bright lights
like an old bullfrog coming home.
A towering cross irradiates the darkness.
Gas prices strung across it like hanged men
swing heavily in the stale breeze.
Blazing large and high with evangelical authority,
like a drive-through advertisement,
they bellow their number names.
Seventy nine. He was young then - a young man,
a young marriage. The car tires still shrieked with desire.
Eighty-three. The kid was born; tills car was bought.
Ills low pony of a Thunderbird was sold for evenings
of quiet cigarettes downstairs, in the armchair; the lights off.
And eighty-six? What Is there to say? A falling-apart.
One last fight. He turned from her hopeless face
and devoured Route 80 in one gulp.
He stands awkwardly, eyes raised to the ceiling of
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unforgiving, buzzing light. One arm fuels the tank
the dry car drowning down the gasoline.
He breathes In the stinging fumes like the smell
of fish frying on a hot day. He finishes his task.
He opens, enters, shuts the thin door,
drives away and the humming of the ghastly
lights continues, illuminating everything behind him.
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Sarah Hall
Elegy for My Grandmother
Years ago my grandmother
came to stay with us.
My brother and sister
and I kept going to school
despite the lumps:
one in each breast.
Heartbeat has the same
number of syllables
as Cancer
and touch me.
At night, after her surgery
I imagined her stitches
and where they were.
It hurt her to raise her arms.
Then I was thirteen,
I shied away from
exposed things.
That year our kitchen
was not yet repainted
it screamed in all the colors left to us;
burnt orange, olive, and marigold.
I found them amidst
this violent interplay of hues
and tried to turn away.
My grandmother, her shirt raised,
swollen red scars like caterpillars
bristling with sutures and climbing
out from a long wind of Ace bandage,
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and my father, his tongue pressed
Into his cheek in concentration, guiding
a pale pink Bic disposable
over the tender counters
of her underarm.
I think my mouth was still open
when she turned to me, It itches
and I can't do it myself.
I stayed, watching my father
smooth what she could not.
Tonight I see their faces,
the movements of their arms.
If people's lives really flash
before their eyes, I will relive
that evening. Wondering
what she remembered this afternoon
I think how heart attack
has the same syllables as I love you
but not come back.
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Julia Clifford
First, the Ring
winner of the Kenyon College Muriel C. Bradbrook Prize in fiction, 1999
I awake and the room is dark, the edges of beige curtains dipped in 5
am. blue. White sheets twist and gather around me like ivy or weeds.
Charlie's awake too. I know because his muscles are tense; he's silent and
then he remembers to breathe, short, tight breaths, like a fallen deer, his legs
extending to each corner of the bed. I untangle myself from the margins and
reach over, pulling against him with an authority that surprises me.
"You're freezing," he mumbles, and then nothing. Silence, except for
the tin rattling of an air conditioning unit resting on the windowsill. I con
sider the stale yellow rings on the water-stained ceiling, the chain fastened
across the door jam-eleven links, and finally the framed floral print hanging
above the television. Stiff mascara clings to my eyelashes, and I can hear it
brush against the pillow each time I blink. Like a heartbeat. The air hangs
thick in awkward stillness. Then quickly, without warning: a shuffle of sheets,
bare feet on dirty maroon carpet. Finally, a tie knotted loosely about his neck.
"I'll see you Friday," Charlie says, "If I can get away from everyone.
You'll still be working, right?" Then, almost as an afterthought, "I'll miss
you." He cups my face in his hands when we kiss, and by 5:45 he's gone.
Charlie and I have been doing this on and off for more than seven years, and
still he might not know my last name. In fairness, why would he? We sign in
as Mr. and Mrs. James Biggs. Charlie uses his manager's credit card and the
name comes with it, as if the hotel registrar cares either way.
On Friday an enlarged picture of Charlie and Emily resls atop an easel
near the entrance of The Onwenlsia Club, black script letters hugging the
bottom: Mr. and Mrs. Charles Wallace Thurman. It's practically engraved.
Mr. and Mrs. Brown shuffle past the portrait, she with her clanking aluminum
walker and he following in black polyester. Mr. Brown grunts something
about how Charlie shouldn't be cheap enough to serve chicken or pasta
tonight-it had better be crowned rack of lamb, filet mignon or grilled halibut.
Ills thin lips part as he muses over the idea of fish, and although Mrs. Brown
says, "Really, Tom," she's not embarrassed. They're the first to arrive. I smile
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from the corner and say gently that the entree is, in fact, lamb neck chops and
fresh vegetable medley with a warm brushing of butter. They stand together as
Charlie and Emily will twenty years from now and I feel light, unsubstantial. I
could thin into nothing.
Two weeks ago I decided: Charlie's fifth anniversary party is my last
at Onwentsia. "How could I miss the social event of the season?" I'll say if
someone asks. But they won't ask-who wouldn't want to work tonight? One
of the florists even offered to wait tables for free.
Onwentsia usually doesn't accept high-profile celebrity members: on
one hand, there's the extra security you need, and on the other, celebrities
reek of new money. It's a snobby thing to say, I know, but I overheard it in the
ladies locker room. (Have you ever seen a locker room where the lockers
are mahogany-not stained mahogany color, or chestnut with mahogany
paneling-but the real stuff? They don't even lock.) Concerning Charlie's
membership the club didn't make an exception-the Thurmans were here
before the clubhouse burned down the first time. The plaque on the wall just
inside the foyer spells his grandfather's name, sharp, precise block letters
pressed into copper with less than a dozen others.
The first time I saw Charlie I recognized him right off. He seemed
shorter than on television, but he had that same walk, nonchalant, a kind of
swagger. It was one week before the 1986 Academy Awards. I have it written
in my journal: "California club on croissant, extra avocados, no bacon, no
mayo, side of fruit." Charlie doesn't know it, but I even saved the toothpicks
with green and blue plastic tassels; they're Scotch taped to the opposite
journal page, stamping oily reside on the sandwich details. Charlie wore his
hair loose and if the collar of his Polo wasn't standing, it could only mean the
fabric didn't hold enough starch. Everyone was crazy over him, even wives of
other members-even Mrs. Armour. Mrs. Armour with her cracking makeup
ten shades darker than her skin (although the ladies at Nordstrom's Chanel
counter say it looks just divine). Mrs. Armour (Her marriage of course
didn't deter Charlie, and half of the Onwentsia mailing list knew that on
Thesday mornings Mrs. Armour wasn't at Borders' book of the month meeting
any more than Mr. Armour was on a business trip to New York).
The Browns seat themselves in the Governor's room, in front of the
fireplace that Bartolo, the bartender, won't light: a family of sparrows has
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nested in the chimney. Mrs. Brown considers this: Isn't it sparrows that nest
in hedges, or is that the cardinal? She can't remember, and Mr. Brown doesn't
seem too concerned either way. He's more Interested in the new wallpaperthe band painted wallpaper sent by special delivery from Japan. It has Jadecolored trees and light pink flowers, the kind with four or five flat petals.
Hadn't John Armour said it cost $ 12,000 a roll? TWelve or $13,000. I was
here when the interior decorator insisted that we have the stuff. It arrived
rolled up in a wooden cylinder with red markings. The workman who hung it
was so drunk he couldn't walk straight.
In front of the clubhouse photographers set up for arriving guests. If
the pictures turn out (and in black tie, dear, how couldn't they?), we'll see
them in Charlie's biography. They'll have a chapter dedicated to Second City,
to his parents, his three brothers, etcetera, etcetera. There might even be
mention of Molly, his Golden Retriever. (Did you hear that Charlie cried when
hts parents put that dog to sleep-and he was twenty-three!) A happy family,
well-groomed, each tanned and flashing perfect white smiles. Still, the
Charles Thurman I know begins with blue and green toothpicks. The publish
ers of the Enquirer, the World Weekly News and the Star would trip all over
each other in the race for that story, and as Mr. Brown might say, "Chances are
Charlie could defend himself about as well as a one-legged man in an ass
kicking contest." Together Charlie and his brothers were thoughtless-e\\hcr
that or just unconcerned. They pulled waitresses aside when we offered hors
d'oeuvres, prosciuto with endive spears or pea pods stuffed with garlic cream
cheese, and asked us things we'd heard a million times before:
"How do you get the cream cheese in there?"
"Did you make it yourself?"
"Just for us? How does it taste?"
Like I said, we'd heard it before, but when Charlie was alone he was
something entirely different. During the summertime he spent evenings on
Onwentsia's side patio with the breeze nipping just enough to fight off mosqui
toes. Storybook perfect. And we dreamed about him while we peeled away
white tahle linen stained a watery brown from steak sauce or clipped pink
rosebud bouquets for the next day. Charlie smiled too often for an adult. He
signed his checks with long, thin fingers in scratchy cursive, and you could tell
by his stiff humor and half-spoken phrases that he hadn't quite grown up, and
probably never would. There was a sweet boyishness about Charlie, a reck48

lessness I wasn't sure I'd ever possessed. I first met him on the night of the
Fields' wedding. The last to leave that evening, I locked the clubhouse and
turned on the alarm system. Edging my way along the broken sidewalk to the
employee parking lot, my eyes on the ground just in front of me, I saw a black
wing-tip shoe, then another, a hand, a bottle of Cutty, and finally a headCharlie's head. Charlie, sprawled across the parking block! He cocked his
chin slightly before dropping it again with a blunt thud. I couldn't believe it:
Charlie Thurman, nearly passed out on the concrete where 1 parked my car!
"You'll help me?" he said. "I think I need help. I do, I do, I need
some help."
"Yeah, I'll go call you a cab," I said, digging into my bag for the
clubhouse keys.
"No, not home. Ne... never mind," he said, and then rolled onto the
grass, settling himself in for the evening.
"What do you want me to do?" I said.
"Not home."
"You can't come with me," I said, wanting to take the words back as
soon as they were spoken. I could see the newspaper headlines: actor Charles
Thurman stalked and kidnapped by a crazed fan. He'd black out; in the
morning Charlie wouldn't know where he was or how he got there. Through
the faint reaches of the parking lot floodlight I could see a grainy image of
Charlie: his white Oxford clung with sweat to his back. This boy I had
watched just hours earlier, eating salmon pate and laughing with dignified
guests in the most expensive clothing, now helpless. Drooling, even, and
laying in a ditch on the edge of Onwentsia's employee parking lot.
"You can't come with me," I repeated. "But I'll take you to a hotel."
With his arm around my waist I helped Charlie to the back seat of my car and
closed the door behind him. TWenty minutes later we pulled in to the closest
motel I knew of, "Sunrise Park," a cheap one-level dive with exterior doors
and orange colored flourescent lights advertising "Vacancy," "Free Cable,"
and "No Pels." I left Charlie hanging sleepily over a gym bag of old running
shoes and soiled clothes in the back seat of my car while I went inside to pay
for a room. Then, with the key in hand, I unloaded Charlie. The scent of
Cutty clung to him and then to me, a penetrating candy syrup. He stumbled
beside me, deadweight, and each time I lowered my head to fold more of him
into my grip he lifted his chin. His lips brushed against mine. I stayed with
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Charlie that night, to be sure he didn't become sick or choke.
Charlie and I started out slowly: sometimes we saw each other once a
week, sometimes less. I knew that there were other girls, and Charlie's lack of
restraint in choosing them bothered me because it reflected poorly upon his
judgment and character. Charlie could do much better, but at least he wasn't
married. The first couple of times that Charlie and I saw each other I didn't
ask him about Emily. It was none of my business. The third time I didn't ask
because I didn't want to know-about any of it. Not about Mrs. Armour or
even the sticky back seat high school fumblings. All I needed to see was that
one night a week he was mine, perfectly mine, and then I knew everything,
from the way he didn't wear a seat belt or floss his teeth at night to the bald
spot on the back of his head. (The bald spot, he insisted, was my imagination
working so very hard to find fault, when the truth was that none existed). And
he was mine; he said as much every time we signed in to that hotel. It's even a
law in some slates, common law: if you stay in a hotel with a person and
pretend to be married, for whatever reason, then you really are. You are,
same as if you had twelve bridesmaids and a white limo with empty cans
strung to the rear bumper.
After a while it got to where one night a week with Charlie wasn't
enough. If he stayed with me on Monday the tight, dark ache in my stomach
didn't soften until Thursday. I couldn't stand it-and I tried. I began doing
extra things, like I'd borrow yellow and white candle volives from Onwentsia
and have them lit when Charlie knocked on the hotel room door. And still
there was Emily, a schoolteacher with long, dark hair pulled neatly from her
face. Emily had clean features and aristocratic cheekbones, a pencil thin
frame- too thin, and black glasses with square-cut lenses. Charlie brought
her to Onwentsia for dinner when he knew I was working, and later the same
night he'd call to meet me. We talked about Emily, once. It was the last I saw
of Charlie for a while.
"What's the story with you two?" I said. Keep it light, I though to
myself, like it doesn 7 ei>en matter.
"Who?" He grabbed for my foot to pull off the sock, but I bent my
knee and kicked back.
"You know." Ills eyes shifted for only a second.
"Emily?" he asked.
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"Emiiily," I mocked. "You like her?"
"Yeah, I like her. I wouldn't take her out if I didn't at least like her,"
he said as if the explanation was enough.
"More than you like me?"
"Different. I like you both, differently." I stopped myself from asking
again. Instead I told Charlie that it hurt when he wasn't there. Quietly,
between kisses, nearly under my breath, 1 told him that sometime I checked
into the hotel by myself, just to sleep in our room.
"I miss you too," he said, but I wasn't sure if he meant It. He's losing
me, he's going to lose me, I repeated over and over in my head.
"You're losing me," I whispered, but Charlie didn't hear. He was
already asleep. After that I reassured myself: Charlie likes me just as much,
but differently. It wasn't until much later that I overheard the full story, the
one Mrs. Armour, probably overcompensating, declares sweet, innocent and
wonderful. "Ah, to be Emily's age again," she says as if she's much older and
more mature. Charlie met Emily in a deli near Columbia College, just across
from Buckingham fountain and the Lake. Emily sat at the counter beside
Charlie for almost an hour and didn't recognize him. Sipping iced tea, she
(lipped through Forbes, the subscription originally a birthday gift from her
parenls-to get her more involved in investments? After the first year her
interest in the magazine stuck, she said, if only because reading it made her
feel bright and sophisticated. At the deli Charlie sneezed on purpose and
Emily said "God bless you" with the same enthusiasm that most say "Pass the
salt." She didn't smile. Ten minutes later Charlie asked her the time and they
talked. When Charlie mentioned that he was an actor, and only after she
asked, Emily vaguely knew-was it his face she had seen in People? She hadn't
watched many new movies. Usually she waited for them to come out on tape.
On the afternoon that Charlie proposed to Emily, the Onwentsia pro
shop called the clubhouse to say that the two had just finished the eighteenth
hole. An hour later they arrived for dinner. Charlie had spoken with the
clubhouse manager earlier that week. He wanted everything to be perfect: to
begin, champagne touched with Cacisse in the Tavern Room. The room with
white French double doors and dark green carpeting. When I served their
drinks Charlie thanked me with a smile like he didn't know me, and after that
he didn't even look at me. Behind those white doors Charlie asked Emily to
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marry him, and when I came to take their dinner order her face was rosy and
her hands trembled. She didn't know if she could eat anything, she said,
"Especially if I'm going to fit into a wedding dress!" Emily's wide eyes were
clear bathwater blue. I knew she wanted me to ask if I could see the ring, so I
did. I barely choked out "It's beautiful;" my throat burned and I couldn't
swallow-I couldn't breathe, even. Charlie chuckled and I smiled as hard as I
could. He ordered veal medallions and more champagne for both of them.
When I brought dinner Emily seemed more relaxed. And drunk.
Their place settings had been pulled closer together, with large folds in the
table linen, and Emily had one leg resting on Charlie's lap. I closed the doors
again and they stayed so late that before the chefs went home they left the
pastry cooler unlocked in case the Tkurmans wanted dessert. Everyone left
but Bartolo, me, Charlie and Emily. I sat, hands folded, on the oak milking
stool with my back against the Tavern Room doors. All I could think was
when would I see himl Or would I see him? I wanted to swing open the
doors with an air of urgency and say, "Excuse me, Mr. Thurman, you have a
phone call," "We're unfortunately out of that champagne label, Mr. Thurman,
but would you care to review our selection?" or "Mr. Thurman I was wonder
ing would your beautiful fiancee mind much if you and I could take a moment
to discuss last night?" And I might have if the blood hadn't drained from my
face, my arms, and even my fingertips, so empty that I couldn't move. Bartolo
spent most of the evening in the manager's office drinking Jack Daniels on ice
and talking on the phone with his wife. He spoke in Spanish except for a few
choice phrases, things like, "Yes, it's late," "I know, I can't do nothing," and
"Soon." The words scuffled through the hall, scratching once at the double
doors before curling up in some dusty corner. Charlie tipped me six hundred
dollars that night, discreet. I shook out his napkin and bills fell with
breadcrumbs.
Onwentsia's bar is fully stocked-nearly every brand of beer, bottles
only, and three labels of Chardonnay on ice. Seven short glasses line the sink,
filled with cocktail onions, maraschino cherries, wedged limes, lemons, and
oranges, green olives and citrus peels. This done, Bartolo steps from the bar.
"Hola, Senor y Senora Cafe. Good to see you." He smiles at Mrs.
Brown as he puis down crackers and pretzel mix, "Extra for you." Bart gives
me the drinks to serve, and when I return he works on me.
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"Loco Lucinda, Lucindiiiiiiita" he whispers with the "c" cutting
through the gap in his teeth, even though my name is Langley. "Senorita
Lucinda, why you leaving me? What you get planned?" 1 wonder if it makes
Bartolo uneasy when members fold a roll of bills under the candle votive or
slide it in my pocket. It's been this way for a while, as if the money was always
there, a fact of life. I don't even remember what year the first tip came.
Nothing to cry over, nothing to regret, but also nothing that'll change. Noth
ing, except that I grow older, lighter, absurd. Quietly, sofdy, dying with each
table, each tip, losing myself in everything-in Charlie. Until tonight. Tonight I
move along, away. Anywhere will be better.
"You'll miss me," I offer to Bartolo.
"Yeah-uh-huh" he says with a smirk. "You miss me Lucindita." Then
he nods in the direction of the new girl and whispers under his breath, "We
get along all right without you."
She's walking through the foyer, heels clicking on beat, black calfskin
pumps bought an hour ago at Macy's. There's no telling how long it'll take
her to wear tan Keds like the rest of us. Carrying the last pile of napkins, she
catches a fast wink from Mr. Brown, and then I remember it all from the
beginning right through. Onwentsiapolicy is no tipping, but there are also
practices understood. Things not listed under "Employee Etiquette" in the
handbook. You learn when to smile, close-mouthed, and when to look
straight ahead or two feet in front of your shoes at the black marble floor.
The floor we polish spit-clean so that Bartolo says he sees clear up Mrs.
Thurman's skirt in the reflection. You know that when Mr. Brown orders
his first Tanqueray and tonic he wants two shots and not one, although he
won 7 say so in the presence of Mrs. Brown. You learn when to expect a
warm smile or a "How are you?" and when not to be disappointed. If it's
Just the wives, especially at lunch, then you can forget it.
I begin lesson one in "napkin art," folding ivory linen into what
mildly resembles a crane. The bird dips head first over the edge of the plate
as if it's taking water. Then I go over what the girl really needs to know.
"First, the ring," I tell her. "They read you by the size of your
diamond." She wears no engagement ring, and although it's her first week at
Onwenlsia, she doesn't acknowledge my advice. Still, I continue.
"Second, lose the perfume." She looks up from her folding like
she's bothered that I noticed, but then she smiles politely, cherry lips to piano
53

key teeth.
"Now Is there something wrong with smelling nice?" She asks this
like a saleswomen at the cosmetic counter: sweetly pushy.
"Wearing Chanel to serve drinks is like getting a manicure to wash
the dog," I say. She pretends to study the crane, pressing it onto the table
cloth like Velcro. "And finally, don't confuse working here with real life,
because they're not the same. There's a reason why we don't say our name
before offering cocktails and evening specials."
She's not phased. She smiles and nods, nods and smiles, reminding
me of a plastic jack-in-the-box just unsprung. She'll fit in fine.
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Erin Dowdy
While Waiting at the Clinic
winner of the Kenyon College Propper Prize in Poetry, 1999
He sits inside
while I stand out front.
My sneaker toe is stubborn
to fit inside the sidewalk's divide;
this the only time a stiletto
heel would be useful.
I try to recall if heels are
what got me here as I tear
the skin surrounding my thumbnail.
He told me that red was bold;
how lucky was I to
borrow that dress lying fallow
in mother's closet.
I hid inside behind her silk
(as if fabric could protect me).
Chain-link reeks of sweat and
my hands have grown pale and raw
from the intimacy of their grip.
How is it that no one has
compared honeycombs to
the intricacies of fences?
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If only I could
straddle this one, sit idle in time
instead of going back inside
to his frame, stiff and firm
as the set of his jaw, he
that agreed to give me a ride.
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Joseph Fouse
Mastodon
You're still unaware,
probably, that the mastodon
was in no way unhappy
to have been trapped in
the tar-pit. It's a littleknown fact (and nothing
else about him is little)
that the mastodon
enjoys a good muck in the
sludge~if only he didn't
have so much hair! So
it's just as well that he
couldn't get out, all gummed
up, and no shampoo.
The mastodon has fallen
on hard days these
days. When you see him
he is all bones (not
even skin-and in this case)
or an ill-kempt replica
of his imposing hirsute
splendor. How much he likes
to comb his flowing (golden,
not Natural History Museum
Brown) locks, to march
impressively around, making
impressions, not all of them
good, but he doesn't care,
so long as he leaves his mark.
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The mastodon is acutely aware
of the unique vantage point
and of the peculiar
responsibilities afforded
or imposed by his status.
You have never taken
the time to think
how difficult it must
be to be a member
of an extinct species.
And so he is eager to offer
lectures (frequently impromptu)
on his own and related
plights (dinosaurs, albatrosses,
whales in particular, although
they keep refusing his
phone calls despite his earnest
efforts on their behalf).
Although he can be
clumsy, the mastodon has a real
appreciation for the
Finer Things in Life.
He likes poetry (preferably
rhymed) and allegorical
paintings (style, century
and subject unimportant,
provided there is some allegory
that he can identify, as he
finds this very comforting)
and often, when no one is listening
(he pretends) he enchants us
with the tender bellowing
on his fine tenor voice,
the song of the mastodon.
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